38         AT THE  CALL OF DEATH
Words ! Words ! We love ourselves,
While the fool world onward rolls. This the inward sense, the rest is pretence. We love but our insect souls."
Then Bhim he stood upright,
And, " God forbid ! " said he. "What evil dream of the night
Has laid its blight on thee ? My words thou waivest aside,
Though I swear upon the hilt. Wilt find, my chief, 'tis no make-belief,
When thou seest the red blood spilt.
"And for thy cruel speech,
We have fed at the selfsame breast. Thou hast lain in my mother's arms,
And been rocked on her bosom to rest. Thy love for me thou sayest
Is pretence and foolish breath. Though sleeping now, 'tis there I trow,
And will wake at the call of death."
The young king shook his head,
And sneered in his cynical mood, When a gaunt man ran with a faltering step,
As if wearied by many a rood. And he staggered into the Presence,
And bowed at the royal feet, " 0 king ! " he said.   " The child is dead.
God maketh none so sweet.